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COMIC SKETCH 
OF ONE ACT: 
J. 5 This temporary little Piece having been begun and finiſhed in 


five Days, it is humbly hoped an indulgent Public will excuſe the 
Errors with which. ſo ſudden a Performance muſt inevitably abound, 
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SUNG By MIVGbb AT EIN SON. 
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1 
THE bells are begun, and the muſic-folks play, 
4 The fine flags are flying in ſunſhine of day, 
The ſea and the ſhore with re-echoings ring, 


* 


His Majeſty comes, and we honour our King. 


| oo, 
The Shepherd, to-day, leaves his flock to their feed, 
To- day, the good houſewives no marketting heed; | 
The milk-pail is empty, the ſpinning-wheel ſtili; 
And laſſes, to-day, take no corn to the mill. 
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III. 
Our rakes lie neglected along the new hay, 
And ploughs are forſook, for the ſake of this day; e 
Abroad all is Mirth, ſo we ſeek for a ſhare | O'er 
At home, we've left Labour, to look after Care. = /: 
Fic, 
IV. 


Tig holyday all, and well holyday make, 
"Tis all for — God Bleſs him — his Majeſty's ſake : 


Jh ſimple my ſong is, and ſimply T ſing, | 2 To k; 
Yet cobo can ſay better than, Long live the King. i Sic lo 


[Exeunt, ſinging. 
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| 
5 E lad diſcreet, with healthfu heart 
Taks brawly ilka honeſt part; 
He lan ghs to ſcorn daſs Scandal's wrang, 


Aud chearfu ſings Contentment*s ſang, 


The | 


The cadgy lad lilts doon the field, 
O'er heather braes, by whuns, or bie!d, 


Fra ilka ill he turns a jee 5 
Sic, fic a life's the life for me. 


III. 
To king, my country, faith, and hame, 
Sic love I bear, Fll bear na ſhame ;, 
The din of faſheous cheils fra me; 


Ma, na, fic life, na, na, for me. 


IV. 
A pawky loon I, es paltry pelf, 
a worth the dowie cankart elf ; 
If filler comes; e' en lat it be, 8 


But honour firſt of aw for me. 
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S'O N G III. 
SUNG »y MR. BANNISTER, 
. i 
Ae ME, buſtle, buſtle, drink about, | 

Ad let us merry be; 


Our can is full, we'll pump it out, 
And then all hands to ſea. 


II. 
Tine Miſs, at dancing -fchool is taught 
The Minuet vo tread; © 
But we go better, when we've brought 
The fore-tack to cat-head. 


. 
We Jockeys call d, 10 horſe, to horſe, 
And ſwiftly rides the race; 
Bit fwifter far "we ſbape our courſe, 


 . When we are giving chace. oY 
e W When | 


0 When horns and ſhouts the foreſt rend, 
His pack the huntſman cheers; 
As loud wwe hollow, when we ſend x. 
A broadfide to Mounſieurs. 


V. 


The what*s-their-names at uproars ſquali, 5 
mn muſic ine and ſaft; 
But better ſounds our Boatſwain's call, 

All hands, all hands aloft. 


NT, 
What's got at ſea, we ſpend on ſhore, _. | 


With feweethearts, or our wives; — 
And then, my boys, hoift ſail for more; _ | 
Thus paſſes Sailors lives. 1 5 | 
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SUNG D MA. DU BE LAM. 
* . 9 
8 free-born ſons, Britannia” s boaſt, 
Firm as your rock. -jurreunded t 
2. Sovereigns of the Sea 8 
On every ſpore where falt leh roll, 
From eaff to Woh from pole to bel, 
Fair Conqueſt celebrates your num, 
WWitneſs'd aloud by wondering fame, 
Ye lads who dare be free! 
x: a2 
Miſtake m me not, 0 3 7 bet. 
BY ſearn © with Liberiy to joke; | | 
Ye Severcigns of the Sea ! 
Ajit, uphold your church and ſtate, 
Your great men good, and good men great, 
Ave all abroad, at home unite, 


And joliy join in Fadlion's ſpite, 


Ten, then, my friends, you're free. 


(9) 
Le ſovereigns of wide Ocean's Waves, 25 

To heros long enſhrin'd in graves, 

A requiem let Us ing: 

1 Alfred, Henry, Edward name; 

Then, Willliam, our deliverer came; 

May future ages Brunſwick own, 

Perpetual heir 10 Britain's throng 
So here's God ſave thing. 

Exeunt, ſinging God ſave our noble King. 
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SUNG By MR. BANNISTER. 
I. 
Ne , ſafe moor'd, with bowl WR 115, 
Meſſmates heave a hand with me; | 
Lend a brother ſailor chorus, 
While be fings our lives at ſea. | 
ng * 

Oer the wide wave-ſaelling Ocean, 

Toſs'd aloft, or tumbled low, 


As to fear, lis all a notion, 


I en our time's come, we muſt go. 


SONG 


SUNG may MR. BANNISTER. 
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SUNG By MRA. BANNISTER. 
F we mujNgie, why die we muſt, 
*Tis a birtINg which all muſt belay, mun; 
Nen our debt”s dueWor Death wor't truſt, 
All bands be ready to 
As to life's ſtriking its flag, gever fear, 
Our cruize is out, that's ally, my brother; 1 the 
In this world we've luff d it up, Mus, and no near, Life 
E Then about ſhip, my boys, for anoder. Load y 
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F. 
TJARK! dhe Boatfwain hoarſely bawling, 
By top ſail ſheets and haul-yards ſtand, boys; 


Docon top-gallants, down be hauling, 
Docon your ſtav-ſails, hand boys, hand boys. 
| Now 


| Now ſet the braces, 
Domt make wry faces, 
Bit the Lee tap-ſail ſheets let go; 
Starboard here, 
Larboard there, 


Turn your quid, 
Tate @ ſwears 
Zo, Ta 2. a 
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As the tide flows, /o time paſſes, 
Life's too ſhort to loſe a day, boys; 
Load your guns, lads, charge your glaſſes, 
Point your bumpers, fire away, boys : 
A full braadfide pour, 
To thoſe girls on ſhore, 
Who let ſailors take them in tow. 
Starboard here, 
Larboard there, 
Turn your quid, 
Tate a ſwear, 
i% 1% £6: 
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Thof the tempeſt favells the billows Conce 

. "Clear the decks, come drink about, boys J We Seat 

Punch bowls here we'll make our pillows, And « 
Never heed the wind without, Beys. 

Tho the ſhip may roll, 

| Heave the lead, ſound the bowl, Outland 

Mark above water, thus we go. With 

Starboard here, We Tar. 

Larboard there, Which 

Turn your quid, Uur Inſt 

Take a ſwear, From 
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J. | They 1 

| 2D O you ſee, as a Sailor, I' heave off 6 Ley Ha 

A bit of a Song in my way; Weir 

But if you don't like it, PI] leave off, They wey 

7 ſoon can my bawling belay. dnd 7 
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Ad lingo's Muſicianers worite in, 
Concerning flats, ſharps, ond all that; 

We Seamen are ſharp in our fighting, — 
And as to the Frenchmen, theyre flat. 


II. 


Outlandiſh folks tickle your ears 
With Solos, and ſuch ſort of ſtuſt; 
e Tars have no more than three Cheers, 
Which French folks think muſic enough: 
Our Inft uments always do wonders, 
From round-tops we give ſerenades, 
Our Organs are twenty-four pounders, 
Our Concerts are briſk cannonades, 
1 UI. 
t Havre wwe play'd well our parts, 
Thy our game they pretended to ſcoff ; 
tir trumps wwe turn'd up Engliſh hearts, 
They threw down their Cards, and ſbeer'd off. 
& Ihey have met with their match, now they feel, 
Wy heir ſhuffling and cutting we check, 
hey were Iurch'd at Crown-point, and loſt deal, 
and faith, they got flamm'd at Quebec. 
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IV. 
For cooks, thof the French folks are neater, 


Our meſſes they never can beat, 
Our diſhes have ſo much ſalt petre, 
And as to our balls, they're forc'd meat. 


Cod bleſs our King George, with three cheers, Sir, Ou 
And God bleſs his Conſort, Amen. 4 
In paſt times we've drubbd the Mounſieurs, Sir, 
For paſtime we'll arub them again. 
Th 
By 
GENERAL CHORUS | 77 
SUNG in TRE concLupine SC EN 3. [ ls 
Tunz.—7 o Arms, c. 3 
To George, to George, to George, your Enſigns rol | 
diſplay, 177. 
Now. now, now, now, for George our King huzza'f Ile 
If © 
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Lal SONG ſung by the SAILORS. 


I 


1/1 Y efſmates alsft, and my Maſters below, 
Since pleas'd you accept of this Pantomime Sho, 
Our Hopes are ſafe harbour'd, unſhipp'd are our 


Fears, | 


And Joyous we gratefully give you three Cheers. 


II. 


The Muſecal Folks maj ferhaps ſpetu their Parts 

By this Song and that Song, but we ſhew our Hearts, 
The Seng of all Songs fit for Engliſhmens Ears, 

is Britons Strike Home, Boys; with three jully 


| Cheers, 


III, 


This Stage is our Veſſel, we Aftors, the Crew ; 

IVe Iuff, or go large, or make Trips to pleaſe you. 

If To-Night, in our Trip, no Offence, Sirs, appears, 
At taking Departure, accept of our Cheers. 
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